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“ Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord, that they may rest

from their labours, and their works do follow them.”

—

Rev. xiv. 13 .

(INTENDED EXCLUSIVELY FOE PRIVATE CIRCULATION.)
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A SHORT MEMOIR OF MY DEAR HUSBAND,

HENRY EAMES, M.D., WHO DIED MARCH 24th, 1873,

OF TYPHUS FEYER, AT HIS RESIDENCE,

No. 8, UPPER FITZWILLIAM ST.,

DUBLIN.



“ The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ;
blessed be the

name of the Lord.”

“ The hand of the Lord hath wrought this
;

in whose hand is the

soul of every living thing, and the breath of all mankind.”

“ I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord ; he that be-

lieveth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live
;
and whosoever

liveth and believeth in me shall never die.”



It may perhaps be some pleasure and interest

to a large circle of sympathising friends to

learn a few details of the sudden illness and

death of my much-loved husband. I do not

offer the following pages, either as a biography,

or with any view of pretension. Its work has

been to me a melancholy solace in the first

dark hours of my bereavement, and is simply

the dictates of a sorrowful heart.





MEMOIR.

On Thursday evening, the 18th of March, 1873,

my dear husband was engaged to dine with

Dr.
,
which he did, starting off full of life

and spirits, although in the afternoon I had

heard him complain of a slight head-ache. He

dined with his friends, all of whom were medical

men, and returned home, to all appearance,

quite well, about half-past ten o’clock. A
friend with whom he walked home that night

remarked, C£
I never saw Dr. Eames more full

of life and spirits in his life.”

About ten o’clock on Friday morning, the 14th

of March, he awoke, feeling violently sick ;
but

neither of us thought anything of it. I said to

him, “ Perhaps, darling, you have taken some-

thing to disagree with you, and the sickness

will do you good.” In a short time he was

better, and slept very fairly until morning. In

the morning we were called at our usual hour,

but dear Harry did not seem inclined to get up.

I said, “ I will send up your breakfast to you,”
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which was done. He took very little, and

remained in bed until eleven o’clock. Having

some patients to visit, he ordered the carriage

for twelve o’clock, and, as ever faithful to his

duties, he started off to give advice for the last

time. Yes, that Friday morning was the last

time my precious husband was ever to leave his

own home in life. Had anyone told me that it

would be the last time he would ever be seen

in the world, I feel certain I should have re-

plied,
44 Impossible /” All, in their turn, will

experience the marvellous dispensations of the

Lord, and that 4

4

His ways are not as our ways,

nor His thoughts as our thoughts.” Oh ! that

we could ever remember that 44 in the midst

of life we are in death,” and that 44 the Lord

doeth all things well.”

About half-past one, or a quarter to two, he

returned from driving, the last house he having

been in was his mother’s. I think one of the

most perfect traits in his character was his

devotion and affection for his aged father, and

his care and love for his dear mother. The
I

most of this sad afternoon he spent over the

fire, complaining from time to time of not feel-

ing well. He did not seem to enjoy his dinner,

and afterwards,when wewent up to the drawing-
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room, be bad a violent shivering fit, and asked

me would I mind bis going to bed early. Tbis

we both did, but be did not sleep comfortably

or well, and on Saturday morning I could not

persuade bim to take bis breakfast, nor would

be even bave it brought up. About twelve

o’clock be eat a very little arrowroot ; and this

was all the nourishment he took, until Dr.

, a valued friend and skilled physician,

came about sis o’clock.

All day Saturday be seemed heavy and

drowsy, sleeping from time to time. Dr.

saw bim about six o’clock, and seemed to

think the case not a very serious one. How
impossible to consider it otherwise. Trifling,

indeed, did the little illness appear. Who could

bave foreseen the terrible blow so soon to come
*

with a fell force on our home of peace and love?

We settled early for the night; but be was very

restless, and seemed very feverish, being up

many times, and drinking a great deal of cold

water.

On Sunday morning, the 16th of March, be

seemed better, notwithstanding the restless

night; and, although he could not take his

breakfast, seemed brighter and more cheerful

than he had done on Saturday. Early on this
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Sunday morning—the last we shall ever spend

together upon earth—I brought our second

little girl—Edith—to kiss her papa, and that

he might wish her many happy returns of her

birth-day ; for she was three years old. How
little did I think it would be the last birth-day

she would ever receive her dear father’s kiss

and blessing ! I remained in his room all day

;

but, alas ! the hours glided by too swiftly. I

read to him the Lessons of the day and an

Exposition of the Acts. How vividly can I

remember his bright happy face, lying on the

pillow, looking, as I then thought, so well, and

still, never, never imagining the heavy affliction

awaiting me and our happy, joyous household.

About two o’clock in the day, my darling called

me to his bed-side, saying, “Janie, I feel an

access of fever coming on me.” I did not

think anything of it, and tried to comfort him by

telling him he would, I was sure, soon feel better.

Dr. had seen him in the morning, but still

seemed to me not to have lost his hopeful opinion.

On Sunday evening I read to him the 43rd

chapter of Isaiah—“When thou passest through

the waters, I will be with thee ;
and through the

rivers, they shall not overflow thee;” and after-

wards the 14th chapter of St. John’s Gospel.
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I thought my dear husband seemed much

more like himself than he had done on Satur-

day. We settled early to rest, as he had had so

little sleep the night before. He took some

medicine in the evening, which caused great

sickness all night. I was up continually with

him, and about six o’clock made M (a

devoted servant all through his short illness),

get hhn a cup of tea, which, however, he would

take but little of.

Next morning, Monday, Dr. saw him

again ; bnt cheered him by telling him he

thought he would soon be out as usual. My
Harry seemed better, until about two in the

afternoon—the same time he had called me to

his bed-side the day before, and said, almost in

the same words, “Is it not strange, Janie, I

feel another access of fever coming over me.”

I looked at him, and, although I thought his

face appeared a little flushed, I had not an idea

of the dreadful fever that must have then been

on him. I tried to make the best of it, and said

to him, “ Perhaps your sisters have tired you

talking so much.” But he replied, “ No, I did

not talk to them”—-meaning he was only listen-

ing to our conversation. Lilian and Edith, our

two little daughters, went out to tea in the
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afternoon, coming in to their papa’s room,

before they left, to see him
; but on their

return, he asked me not to bring them in, as

he could not bear the noise. On this Monday

afternoon he did not seem so well, complaining

of a lightness in his head and of his feet being

cold. His mother, who had come in to see him,

lost no time in applying warmth. From about

four to five o’clock he seemed uneasy about

himself. I suggested sending for the doctor

again. Accordingly, I told M to go for

him
; but before she had time to do so, he

changed his mind, fearing to give unnecessary

trouble. However, later on I determined the

doctor, for the second time, should be sent for,

which was done.

About a quarter past six, the kind friend and

doctor came. I met him, and told him Dr.

Eames did not appear to be improving ; but,

on the contrary, I did not think him so well.

Dr. lost no time in examining the patient

sufferer, and but too soon discovered the dan-

gerous symptoms which had appeared since

morning. In a few minutes the alarm was

given. A few spots just above his wrist soon

told their own sad tale—that my beloved

had typhus fever—a disease so fatal to

Harry

all his
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name, and so dreadful in itself. His first

thoughts seemed to be ofme (who was not very

strong at the time), being anxious I should at

once leave the house. What language can

express the agony of those moments !

& * * & *

My youngest child was born four days after

her father’s death.

* & # & *

On hearing the doctor’s opinion, my first

impulse was to send for his mother, which I

did ; and during the time she was coming, I

returned to the sick-room. My loved one called

me to the bed-side, saying, “ Do not be afraid,

dear ; I would not be at all surprised if Dr.

has alarmed you unnecessarily. Look, what a

perspiration I am in. Do you remember how I

threw oh the typhoid fever in a perspiration ?”

I did not quite remember it, but said, “ God
grant, dear, it maybe so.” An all-wise Father

saw fit to order it otherwise now ; and, alas !

it was too true ; that dreadful fever had made

its presence too manifest. His mother was

not long in coming to him. She sat with

him while I was arranging and packing my
few necessaries to leave the house. He asked

her to read to him, he said, to calm him,
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which she did, reading the 14th chapter of

St. John’s Glospel.

In the few hurried moments which we had, it

was arranged I should go to lodgings, and that

on the morrow our children should be moved to

their grandmother’s. Before leaving the house,

I saw my beloved husband removed into a spare

bed-room ; and, before finally going away, went

in to give him his last kiss, and to wish him

good-bye. * * * I was the last of his

family that ever saw him.

Scarce one week had passed over from the.

time I kissed his forehead, until he lay still and

insensible in death. One sad week, never to

be forgotten ; one week of weary watching

—

of intense anxiety—of breathless expectation,

to hear the opinion of the physicians. Yet,

alas ! too soon was it at an end.

On Monday, the twenty-fourth of March, at

twenty minutes past three, p. m., my dear one

breathed his last. He fell asleep in Jesus. The

angel of death reaped the fruit ripe for the king-

dom of heaven, and led the weary pilgrim home.

All that science and medical skill could do, was

done ; for the eminent physicians had left

nothing untried.

About noon on this sad fatal day, while I
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was sitting in his study, M ran down to

tell me tlie physicians had been sent for, and I

too plainly read my worst fears by her tearful

face and death-like hands. He was now no

longer able to take nourishment—he could not

swallow
; the doctors came down from his room,

and I at once read from their anxious looks, that

they no longer had any hope of him. * * *

As I sat on the foot of the stairs I could hear

his weary breathing, but was strictly forbidden

to go to him. * * *

I should draw a veil over the anguish of those

moments. I remember our kind friend and

clergyman praying with me, and then going up

to the sick-room, but too late to pour comfort

into the soul of the dying man, for he was

unconscious ;
still, though unconscious, our

friend continued to pray earnestly at his side,

and while his petitions were ascending before

the throne of Grace, the loved one drew his

long last breath—his brief bright life was

closed on earth—the final struggle passed—and
“ two angels issued where but one went in”

He had passed through a conscious state,

and asked to be taken to me, his wife. He was

told he was going to his Saviour, and I believe

the last articulate words he uttered were in
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repeating the Lord’s Prayer after the nurse, and

which before he had finished, he became insen-

sible. Yes, he that but a few days before was

so full of buoyancy and vigorous life, lay cold

and inanimate. The spirit had entered into

its rest—gone to that bourn from whence no

traveller returns. 44
1 shall go to him, but he

shall not return to me.” May this hope be

mine, and may I be enabled to apply to my
sorrowing heart those sweet lines :

—

“ Oil ! holy Man of Sorrows, dare I breathe

One mnrmnring sentence P What this cross of mine,

Beside that cross Thou didst endure for me ?

A few brief tears and transient sufferings

Compose my sum of trials
;
but Thy woes

Claim, as exponents, mighty drops of blood

!

Unanswerable challenge from the lips

Of the almightiest of all sufferers :

Was ever any sorrow like to Mine ?”

Often has my Harry told me in days of health,

how happy he had felt—when in a former illness,

at the thoughts of meeting death—that he was

quite prepared to obey his Master’s summons ;

and in a note taken at that time he shows his

perfect resignation of mind in speaking of the

future.
44 If I am spared,” he says,

44 how

happy we shall be;” then immediately adds,

44 but God’s will must be done.” I may confi-
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dently say that the remaining few years given

to him in this life were spent in a godly and

trustful spirit. Ever in speaking of some bright

prospect or desired aim in the earthly future, he

would always say, If God spares me life and

strength, I shall do such a thing. It seems

sometimes on looking back as if he had some

presentiment that God would call him early

from this world, as it has been His blessed will

to do.

Not only to his family was my husband a loss,

but to many, very many others. It is said he

was not only a private, but a public loss. One

friend in a letter speaks of him thus :
—“ You

have lost a bright ornament in your family, and

we a kind friend, whom we both admired and

liked so much, with his attractive, winning

manners, and his readiness ever to say and do

what was kind. He was a universal favourite,

and you had every reason to be proud of such

a son. He held a high position in his profes-

sion for one so young, and his life was full of

hope for the future.”

In a letter from a cousin, himself a medical

man, these remarks have been made on this

bitter grief :
—“ With the exception of my own

beloved son, never before did I feel such deep
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sorrow. Harry has seldom, since his death,

night and day, been absent from my thoughts.

I looked upon his blameless, unspotted, and

brilliant life, with the utmost admiration and

respect. His splendid and well-pointed argu-

ments, in questions of difficulty by the heads of

the profession, used to delight me. He was

always sure to say something to the purpose in

beautifully-chosen language. I was very proud

of being his relation, and so I might well have

been.” In another letter a friend speaks of

him in this way :
—“ Five poor people who came

this evening, say no one could be what he was

—

sincere, true-hearted, loving, unselfish, a friend,

a judicious help
; in all, one rarely to be met.”

These are only extracts from a few of the

very numerous letters which

affectionate feeling for him. All the country

surrounding Castlepollard, where his father,

as the esteemed and valued Rector, laboured

for so many years, and where this now departed

son of his spent so much of his boyhood, his

memory is treasured with tender affection. His

sister (wife to the present Rector), writes :
—“ I

cannot bear to walk about the roads, the people

lament him so much.” Indeed, he really was

singularly attractive, and from his earliest child-

testify the same
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hood appears to have been gifted with the art,

or rather the faculty, of pleasing. What was

studied in others, came to him without effort,

and from the inborn impulse of a generous and

genial nature. A deep sympathy with suffering-

in any form—a readiness to oblige—an exquisite

tact in rendering service, with an undeviating

truthfulness and independence, both in opinion

and action, were peculiarly realized in his whole

character. And yet, though so richly endowed

with talent and great grasp of intellect, he had

a playful boyishness of manner which made

him very winning. In his intercourse with his

venerable father this was particularly seen.

He delighted in drawing the dear old gentle-

man into argument, that he might see and

enjoy the powers of his learning and research.

His filial love was a strong feeling with my
darling Harry. Never did he fail to prove it

in every way he could. The following letter,

attached to the fly-leaf of a cyclopaedia, given

by him to his father on his ninetieth birth-day
5

will show something of his affection towards

him :

—

“ My dearest Father,

“ Pray accept the accompanying volumes as a slight

tribute of affection, on the occasion of your attaining the
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ninetieth anniversary of yonr birth. It is given to few to

reach so great an age
;
to fewer still, to retain their mental

and bodily faculties
;
and to yet fewer, to look back on so

many years consistently spent in the service of their great

and good Master. I must warmly, then, congratulate you,

my dear father, and also my dear mother, to whom you

have been spared, in my own name and that of my wife,

and lastly, of your infant grandchild.

“ Believe me,

“ Your very affectionate and dutiful son,

“Henry Eames.

“February lltli, 1870.”

That father he now lies closely beside in the

cold and silent tomb ; the one taken after a

long and useful life, the other after so short,

but successful, a career. The father and son

who loved each other so much in life, are not

separated in death ; and in the memory of those

that remain, their names are cherished with

much affection. It seems as if, wherever I go,

to whoever I speak—even to those to whom he

was but slightly known—I hear of some new

incident of my loved one’s kindness of heart all

through his life. From his boyhood he gave

promise, I have been told by many, of that

noble self-sacrificing nature that in his man-

hood came so often into action, and which

endeared him so strongly to those even outside
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liis own immediate family. Few boys of twelve

years old would so far forego tlieir own pleasure

as to prefer remaining at home, that he might

read to an invalid, then on a visit at his father’s

house, instead of accompanying his young com-

panions to a pleasant picnic. When the young

lady—his cousin—expressed surprise at seeing

him (believing him to have left with the rest of

the family), he said:—“ I knew you would be

alone all day, and when I saw them all getting

ready to go, I hid; so that they could not find

me, and had to go without me.” Many other

things of a similar kind have I heard of him

while in his childhood. Indeed, all through his

brief, bright life, this care and solicitude for

others appears to have had a ruling influence

over him. I remember, during those happy

days of our engagement, walking with him in

a crowded thoroughfare of this city, and being

about to cross the road, he saw a poor blind

man, who would have been in danger of being

hurt, had not some kind friend taken compas-

sion on him. Dear Harry stopped, and, begging

me to excuse him, drew the poor man’s arm

through his, and led him safely to the other

side. This may, perhaps, seem but a trifling

occurrence, yet how few, under similar cir-
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cumstances, would have acted in the same

way.

And later on, when travelling abroad, how fre-

quentlyhave I seen him,byhis readiness to oblige,

and his peculiar adaptability, unquestionably

please and gain gratitude and esteem from many

we were brought into passmg relation with.

One little circumstance comes vividly before me.

When on board the steamer crossing over to

England, he made the acquaintance ofJudge ,

and in the course of conversation he soon dis-

covered that his lordship was suffering from a

thorn in his finger. Harry, ever ready to serve,

at once extracted it, much to the gratification of

the Judge, who, to show his pleasure at being

relieved from so troublesome a companion, drew

from his pocket a handsome knife, which he in-

sisted upon the Doctor accepting as a token

of their meeting. Such little incidents come

crowding on my memory—too many to relate

in this short sketch. To the poor he was a

generous and considerate friend. The pious

teachings of his father, and his own natural

tendencies from his youth, were daily more

and more developing their workings in his

character. His faith was a living one. St.

James’s precepts were closely remembered by
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him
;
—his fervent wish was that his faith

should be made perfect in his works. Yet

without trusting* to such for a sure and certain

hope of salvation, or without display, or any

desire for ostentation, did he act; and nume-

rous are the cases I could mention where he

has relieved and afforded comfort, both in the

humble home, and in the hospital to which

he was physician.

To the advantages and advancement of this

hospital, he devoted much of his energies. One

of his dearest projects was to establish Hospital

Sunday in Dublin, as has been done in London,

and other large towns in England ; and in this

cause he did not spare himself. He worked

assiduously in letter-writing, and in making

appeals where he thought there was the

least chance of any success. The following

letter he wrote to the clergymen of Dublin

and its vicinity, bearing all expense of its

publication, &c. :

—

“ Rev. and dear Sir,

“ It has been proposed to adopt in Dublin the scheme

of an Hospital Sunday, already found to work so admirably

in Liverpool and other cities in England
;
that is, to have

on the same Sunday, if possible, a sermon in each of the
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Protestant churches of the city and neighbourhood, in aid

of hospitals. We are compelled to limit the matter to the

Protestant churches, as Cardinal Cullen has refused to join

in this. The funds obtained by these sermons would be

distributed as an independent Committee should deter-

mine. This Committee would also decide what hospitals

were fairly entitled to participate
;
some being, by large

estates and Government support, relieved from the necessity

of such aid. Already this mode of obtaining support for

our hospitals has been cordially accepted by the most lead-

ing Episcopalian clergy, many of whom have mentioned

to me that they were influenced to do so—apart from the

intrinsic merits of the matter—by a desire to have a

common platform on which to meet their brethren of other

reformed Churches. I trust, Reverend Sir, that you, and

those to whom you minister, will favourably consider and

adopt this proposal.

“ Believe me,

“ With great respect,

“Henry Eames.”

His zeal in this cause, it will be seen, was

publicly known by the little notice which

appeared in one of the leading papers at the

time of his death, part of which runs thus :

—

“ His exertions to establish an Hospital Sunday

in this city were prompted by the most humane

feelings, and had almost triumphed over the

apathy and actual opposition which so often
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await the most beneficial innovations on exist-

ing routine.”

This desire for usefulness, combined with his

wonderful powers of memory, and metaphysical

turn of mind, made him eminently suited to the

medical profession, which was essentially his

own choice. A brilliant career in the Civil

Service of India had been designed for him ; but

seeing, perhaps, as physician, he would have a

wider field for practical utility, he determined

on becoming such, and accordingly did so,

passing through his course with many honours.

In his second year the first Medical Scholarship

was won by him
; and at his final examination

for the degree of M. B., he obtained the first

place. During his Arts course, prize succeeded

prize in Modern Languages, including the

University prize in Arabic ; and he was espe-

cially complimented by Professor Max Muller on

his great knowledge of the Sanscrit—I believe

considered second to none of the languages in its

difficulties. He was Bachelor in Arts, Bachelor

and Doctor in Medicine, of Trinity College,

Dublin, and also a Licentiate of the Loyal

College of Surgeons, and of the King and

Queen’s College of Physicians in Ireland. He
had published in the medical periodicals reviews
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of different works, and also lectures and papers

on various forms of disease. His pamphlet on

the use of phosphorus has been widely circu-

lated; and here I may mention that to him is

due the introduction into Ireland, on an im-

proved plan, of the use of phosphorus into

capsules, which has come into very general

repute.

Few of so very short a standing in his pro-

fession have had more honourable testimonies

to their merits from fellow-workers than my
dear husband. Hr. M‘Dowell, who succeeded

him as Lecturer at the Ledwich School of

Surgery, says, in the opening of his intro-

ductory lecture :—He had to “ pay a tribute

of respect to the memory of one who, but a

few days ago, was taken from amongst them

—their dear friend and fellow-worker, Henry

Eames—full of health and strength, and who,

but yet in the early spring of hope and

promise, had been stricken down by the fell

hand of typhus fever, which he contracted

in the discharge of his duty, as one of the

medical officers to Mercer’s Hospital. He felt

so much of personal regard for him during his

life-time, and he now lamented so much over

his untimely death, that he was entirely unfitted
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to do justice to liis memory. He was an accom-

plished scholar and an erudite physician. His

undergraduate course in the University of

Dublin was marked by many high honours

both in classics and the medical sciences. He

was bound to take a very high place had his

hfe been spared. They honoured his sincerity

and sterling worth ; and, although provided

with ample fortune, any of them might well

emulate his devotion to the active pursuits of

his profession. It was not too much to say

his early death left a deep blank in all their

hearts.”

This appeared in The Daily Express of April

9th, exactly the day fortnight, he that was so

full of energy in his public capacity, and had

made home beautiful but so short a time before,

was laid in that dreary dwelling from whence

there is no return : there now lies all that

remains of the earthly being ; but ’tis sweet to

look beyond these narrow limits, and to know

the better part—the undying—still exists in

renewed beauty, in health and fruition, in

perfect purity, in everlasting joy, and eternal

security.

“ Thrice happy world, where gilded toys

No more disturb our thoughts—no more pollute ourjoys

;
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There light and shade succeed no more by turns

;

There reigns th’ eternal sun with an unclouded ray

;

There all is calm as night, yet all immortal day
;

And truth for ever shines, and love for ever burns.”

Yet will the poor human heart, while here

below, mourn selfishly the loved and lost

;

and touching have been the marks of sym-

pathy I have received in this sore bereavement,

and many the regrets offered publicly for the

loss of a companionship valued in his circle.

In the Dublin Medical Journal of Science
,

Dr. Little has paid the following kind tribute

to the dear one’s memory :

—

“ It is not usual to record in this Journal

the deaths which occur in our ranks. We
have not noticed any of those which have

taken place since (in 1869) Maurice Collis

fell a victim to his professional ardour ; but

we cannot resist the promptings of personal

regard in the case of Henry Eames, who, but

a few days ago strong and well among us,

has now entered into his rest, stricken down

by disease contracted in the exercise of his

profession.

“ Although raised by circumstances above

the necessity for exertion ; courted by many

friends on account of his unfailing store of



HENRY EAMES, M.D. 25

bright and genial wit, and surrounded in the

closer circle of home by all that could make

life enjoyable, he yet devoted himself with rare

assiduity to the study and the practice of

medicine, and died of that dreadful typhus

fever which each year claims some life, and

many years claims many a life among those

who do battle against it in this city.

“ Doctor Eames was highly distinguished dur-

ing his University career, and took several

honours in classics. Almost immediately after

his graduation he obtained the appointment

of Physician to Mercer’s Hospital, where he

worked diligently, both as a learner and a

teacher ; and, as the just reward of his exer-

tions, he was steadily rising in public estimation,

when, at the early age of thirty-one he was

called away, leaving to not a few among us the

feeling of personal bereavement.”

For a young physician he really did enjoy an

unusual degree of celebrity. I have known

works where he has been quoted as an authority

by authors personally unknown, and many from

distant parts have come to consult him. ' One

case last winter, which afforded him some

amusement, I can so well recollect his telling

me. A gentleman called for consultation, and,
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as it was not during the usual hours, Harry did

not happen to be in his study. On entering

the room he found an elderly gentleman—

a

foreigner—(a Pole, I think), who told him he

had just arrived from England to consult

Dr. Eames, who he wished to see. The

Doctor told him he was the person. On
hearing this, the gentleman started, and said

there must be some mistake, as he had come

from England to consult a Dr. Eames, who

had been named to him as a man of considera-

tion in the profession, and a person of his

youth could not have attained to that. My
*

husband, however, told him he was the only

Dr. Eames in Dublin, and that appearances

were not always correct. He prescribed for

him, and continued to do so until his treatment

proved successful. He felt the strength of

his own skill, yet not on his own strength did

he rely, for he considered himself but the

instrument in the hands of the Great Physician,

as I had many opportunities of knowing. One

I shall mention. A patient, writing on the

sad event of his unexpected death, says in his

letter—“ Three years ago I had a dear child

very ill, and as I was not quite satisfied with

an old doctor’s treatment, I went for Dr.
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Eames. Although late at night, he dressed

and came with me ;
and on our way I asked

him to do his best for the child, for my dear

wife’s sake. I shall never forget his reply.

4 My dear ’ said he,
4 when a case comes

to me, my first thought is responsibility to God

for that life, in so far using the gifts and

knowledge which He has given me. After

that my conscience is free.’ ” In all his pro-

fessional dealings this same conscientious spirit

can be traced. All his energies he unsparingly

used in his efforts to relieve, being thoroughly

alive to the great responsibility of his calling.

Apart from his medical skill, this dear one

enjoyed a just reputation for his integrity and

honourable, upright principles. He stood high

in the Masonic order; was Treasurer to his

Lodge 143, and held the rank of Knight

Templar, when he was called away.

I may with truth say, in every undertaking

or object in life to which he applied himself

—

the most trifling or the most serious—he fol-

lowed the sacred dictate, 44 Whatsoever thy

hand findeth to do, do it with thy might.”

Even into his boyish sports he carried this

principle
;
and whether it was with the use

of the gun, the line, or the oar, he always
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seemed to come off more successfully than

others. And yet so richly gifted with every

good gift— so loving and so loved—the life

and soul of his own home—the favoured guest

and valued friend—in one short week to be,

in the very flower of his youth and strength,

stricken by that fearful scourge which has

left so many hearths desolate,—so many hearts

broken !

In reading over these few pages, one must

be awakened to the thought of the uncertainty

of life. How vain it is to count even for a day

upon the dearest friends—the brightest pros-

pects— the most cherished hopes ! What
changes in our lives a few short hours may

make ! Heath may take from us those we

most do love, and strike at the root of all our

deepest plans—our most ardent desires—and

so change the whole course of our lives. But

how much happier is the thought that those

we have loved and lost, are saints in heaven,

living in bliss supreme, than that some darling

wish is gratified, some passing hope fulfilled,

which, however well attained, is but transient,

and must, as time ebbs on, soon pass away.

Happy it is to contemplate that those we
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clierisli most our Saviour calletli early
;
that,

as the ripest fruit is soonest gathered from the

tree, so those He loveth best He taketh first.

He calletli them to higher realms above, and

bids them no longer toil in this life’s weary

journey
; and, as the poet truly says :

—

“ He is not lost ! though closed those lustrous eyes,

Though mute those lips, and cold that classic brow,

Though on that face a deepening shadow lies,

And only that pale form is left us now.
* * * *

He is not lost ! though we have laid him low,

With loving thoughts stood round his early grave,

Though o’er his bier the trembling grass shall grow,

And the old oak its stately branches wave.

He is not lost ! though we shall lose his smile,

His ringing laugh, his merry, harmless jest

;

Ho more his fluent lips our cares beguile,

His sparkling wit amuse our hours of rest.

Nothing is lost ! for failure cannot be

Where wisdom infinite evolves the plan
;

’Tis but a part, and not the whole we see
;

In worlds unseen revive things dead to man.

There is recover’d all we mourn’d as fled,

There is continued all we deem’d as o’er,

There live the loved, not lost, though wept as dead,

Their soaring powers restrained by flesh no more.
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His mind, now vested with its garb of light,

Shines all the brighter for its former toil

!

Each studied book increased its conscious might,

And made it richer with fair learning’s spoil.

He is not lost ! he lives, he lives for aye
;

To these rent hearts this healing hope is given

—

When from our sight our loved ones pass away,

All that seems lost to earth is found in heaven.”














